GEORGE CHAPMAN
Thus wept the old king, and tore off his white hair; yet all
these
Retired not Hector.    Hecuba then fell upon her knees,
Stripped naked her bosom, showed her breasts, and bad him
reverence them,
And pity her; if ever she had quieted his exclaim,
He would cease hers, and take the town, not tempting the rude
field
When all had left it: c Think,5 said she, <I gave thee life to
yield
My life recomfort j thy rich wife shall have no rites of thee,
Nor do thee rites; our tears shall pay thy corse no obsequy, .
Being ravished from us, Grecian dogs nourished with what I
nursed/
*******
These thoughts employed his stay; and now Achilles comes;
now near
His Mars-like presence terribly came brandishing his spear,
His right arm shook it, his bright arms like day came glittering on,
Like fire-light, or the light of heaven shot from the rising sun.
This sight outwrought discourse, cold fear shook Hector from
his stand.
No more stay now, all ports were left, he fled in fear the hand
Of that Fear-Master, who, hawk-like, air's swiftest passenger,
That holds a timorous dove in chase, and with command doth
bear
His fiery onset, the dove hastes, the hawk comes whizzing on,
This way and that he turns and winds, and cufis the pigeon^
And, till he truss it, his great spirit lays hot charge on his wing;
So urged Achilles Hector's flight, so still fear's point did sting
His troubled spirit, his knees wrought hard, along the wall he flew,
In that fair chariot-way that runs beneath the tow'r of view
And Troy's wild fig-tree, till they reached where those two
mother springs
Of deep Scamander poured abroad their silver murmuring
One warm and casts out fumes as fire, the other cold as snow
Or hail dissolved.   And when the sun made ardent summer glow,
There water's concrete crystal shined, near which were cisterns
made,
All paved and clear^ where Trojan wives and their feir daughters
had
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